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by the idea that embodies itself in that word 'Meanwhile5. In the
measure in which one saw life plainly the world ceased to be a
home and became the mere site of a home. On which we camped.
Unable as yet to live fully and completely.
Since nothing was in order, nothing was completely right. We
lived provisionally. There was no just measure of economic worth;
we had to live unjustly. Even if we did not rob, "findings keepings'
was our motto. Did we consider ourselves overpaid, to whom
could we repay? Were we to relinquish all it would vanish like a
drop in the thirsty ocean of the underpaid and unproductive. We
were justified in taking life as we found it; in return if we had ease
and freedom we ought to do all that we could to increase know-
ledge and bring the great days of a common world-order nearer,
a universal justice, the real civilisation, the consummating life, the
days that would justify the Martyrdom of Man. In many matters
we still did not know right from wrong. We did not so much live
as discuss and err. The whole region of sexual relations, for
example, was still a dark forest, unmapped; we blundered through
it by instinct. We followed such tracks as we found and we could
not tell if they had been made by men or brutes. We could not tell
if they led to the open or roundabout to a lair. We followed them,
or we distrusted them and struggled out of them through the
thorns.
cBut a glimpse now and then of a star!' said Mr. Plantagenet-
Buchan - his best thing, he reflected, that evening.
4 Or a firefly,5 said Lady Catherine.
The psychologist, the physiologist, would clear that jungle in
time. In time.
All sorts of beautiful and splendid things might happen in this
world. (The large gaze of Mr. Sempack rested for a moment on
Lady Catherine.) But they happened accidentally; you could not
make a complete life of them. You could not take a life or a group
of lives and give it a perfect existence, secluded and apart, in a
blundering world. Man was a social creature and you could not
be gods in Italy while there remained a single suffering cripple in
China or Peru; you could not be a gentleman entirely, while a
single underpaid miner cursed the coal he won for you. The
nearest one could get to perfection in life now was to work for the
greatness to come. And not trouble too much about one's inci-
dental blunders, one's incidental falls from grace.
'Work,* he said and reflected. 'We have to work for the work